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she ever realised that she had been unconsciously, but
with her father's consent; acting as a protection to her
mother from the world's censure.

I regard it as certain that Mrs. Taylor to the last kept
her husband's affection and respect. My father, too,
always spoke of her in the highest terms. As Helen
grew up the affection between her and her mother be-
came as intense as that of Madame de S6vign6 for her
daughter. It is clear that she was her mother's most
intimate and most beloved friend. No letters remaining
in Mrs. Taylor's hand are so tender as those addressed to
her daughter, when, long after her marriage with Mill,
they were separated for a time. It is impossible to read
the correspondence between them without feeling one's
heart go out to both the writers. The deepest grief of
Helen Taylor's life, which could draw tears from her to
the end, was her mother's death.

In 1849 John Taylor became alarmingly ill. His
sons were with him, but he wrote to his " dear Harry,"
who was in Italy with their daughter, to inform her of
the serious nature of his illftess. They returned to Eng-
land, and we find him for the painful remainder of his
days soothed by his wife's affectionate nursing. Mean-
while she kept up a correspondence with Mr. Mill at the
India House, and her letters are full of anxiety and grief
for her husband. One would suppose she would feel
some remorse for the trouble and loneliness she had
brought into his life, but she does not confess to more
than "acute sadness." If her conscience had been mis-
guided, at any rate she had acted according to its dictates.
She mentions in this correspondence the great attention
shown her by all her husband's relatives.

Mr. Taylor's disease was of an incurable nature, and
he died the same year. A crowning proof of his belief
in her loyalty was furnished by his will, In which he left
his entire fortune in trust for her sole use during her
lifetime.

It was in 1851, two years after his death, that she
married John Stuart Mill her recollections
